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These many types of beauty, so gracious, so
attractive, had yet never drawn his mind astray.
Daily he would sit in the presence of his
deity, the Mother of the universe, and
looking on the image would say to himself
that the man who shaped those features should
.have visualized the grace which is at the
heart of creation, almost physically. He would
think deeply on the beauty of those features and
sink his mind in them as today he had sunk it in
the beauty of the evening as it gathered around
him. Who that had dwelt in so pure a spirit on
the exalting grace of that image could be misled
by the grace of a form in the common world?
That is why the ascetic felt hurt when he read
the dictum of Vyasa. Why should he not take
exception to such a dictum when he knew that
he had been free of weak impulse? The ascetic,
therefore, thought he was perfectly right to have
effected the correction. It is possible that he
was also a little vain. If a man is so good why
should he not have a little vanity ? Vyasa, said
the ascetic, knew the joy of household life ; he
might feel drawn to it. How could he speak- of
men like himself or his master who had never
known women? This thought amused the
ascetic a little and, as the rays of the sun seemed